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GROVE  SONGS,  No.  2. 


INTRODUCTION. 

Last  year  we  commenced  a  series  of  publications  under  the  general  title 
of  ll  Grove  Songs,"  to  be  issued  annually,  on  the  first  day  of  June ;  the 
plan  being  suggested  by  the  increasing  demand  for  small  collections  of 
choice  new  music,  that  can  be  used  in  Prayer  and  Conference  meetings, 
supplementary  to  the  standard  works. 

The  first  number  met  with  a  cordial  reception,  becoming  at  once  a 
general  favorite ;  and  the  frequent  inquiries  during  the  year  for  No.  2, 
indicate  a  lively  interest  in  the  coming  numbers,  that  were  announced  in 
the  first  issue. 

It  is  our  purpose  to  make  each  succeeding  number  better,  if  possible,  than 
the  previous  one;  of  our  success  in  that  direction  we  leave  for  others  to  de- 
cide. Our  limited  space  will  not  permit  of  using  contributions  unless  they 
possess  special  merit,  and  are  correctly  harmonized;  but  with  the  author's 
consent  we  will  arrange  music  sent  us  containing  errors  that  would  prevent 
its  use,  when,  in  our  judgment,  it  possesses  sufficient  merit  to  warrant  its 
publication. 

Our  friends  will  please  accept  our  thanks  for  past  favors,  and  we  would 
extend  the  invitation  to  any  one  having  original  hymns  or  tunes,  or  both, 
which  they  would  like  to  have  published,  to  send  us  their  manuscripts,  and 
name  the  price  asked  for  each  piece,  if  payment  is  expected. 
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GROVE    SONGS. 


THE  PEARLY  GATE. 

Words  by  E.  H.  Nevin,  D.  D. 
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Music  by  Asa  Hull. 
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1.  The  night  is  dark,  the  storm  is  loud ;  Beneath  its  force  the  trees  are  bow'd  ; 

2.  My  heart  is  sad,  deep  sorrows  roll,  Like  streams  of  fire  across  my  soul ; 
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Yet  still  the  pearly  gate    I 
And  yet   the  pearly  gate    I 
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see, Where  angels  stand  to  welcome  me. 
see, Where  angels  stand  to  welcome  me. 


To  welcome  me,  to  welcome  me;  The   angels  stand  to  welcome  me. 


With  fears  without,  and  foes  within, 

I  seem  almost  subdued  bv  sin ; 
And  yet  the  pearly  gate  I  see, 

Where  angels  stand,  etc. 

4. 
The  road  is  rough,  my  feet  are  sore, 

I  long  to  have  the  journey  o'er ; 
And  yet  the  pearly  gate  I  see, 

Where  angels  stand,  etc. 


My  eyes  are  dim,  and  faint  my  breath, 

Within  me  are  the  seeds  of  death  ; 
But  still  the  pearly  gate  I  see, 

Where  angels  stand,  etc. 
"       6. 
When  life  is  gone,  and  in  my  breast 

All  grief  and  fears  are  hushed  to 
I  hope  the  pearly  gate  to  see,      [rest, 

Where  angels  stand,  etc. 


LEAD  ME  TO  THE  ROCK. 


Words  by  R.  A.  Searles. 


Music  by  Asa  Hull. 


1.  When  mountains  of  doubt  hem  me  in  on  each  side,  And  waves  of    af- 

2.  When  storms  of  deep  trouble  rage  fiercely  around,  When  forebodings  of 
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fliction  roll  in  like  a  tide  ;  When  vainly  I  seek  some  new  pathway  to  try, 
ill  in  mv  spirit  abound  ;  When  the  hopes  of  a  lifetime  are  blighted  and  die, 
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Oh,  lead  me  to  the  Rock  that  is  higher  than  I.  Oh,  lead  me  to  the  Rock,  Oh, 
Oh,  lead  me  to  the  Rock  that  is  higher  than  I.  Oh,  lead  me,  etc. 
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lead  me  to  the  Rock,  Oh,  lead  me  to  the  Rock  that  is  higher  than  I. 


Oh,  lead  me  to  the  Rock,  Oh,  lead  me  to  the  Rock  that  is  higher  than  I. 


ALL  FOR  JESUS ! 

Words  by  Mary  D.  James.  For  Male  Voices. 

ti  j.  j*  j  j  J* N 


Music  by  Asa  Hull. 
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All  for  Je-sus  !  all  for  Je  -  sus  !     All  my  being's  ransom' d  pow'rs ; 
t  All  my  thoughts  and  words  and  doings,  All  my  days  and  all  my  hours 

1st  and  2d  I5ass. 
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Repeat  pp  Rit.  2d  time. 


All  for  Jesus :       all  for  Jesus 


All  my  days  and  all  my  hours. 
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Let  my  hands  perform  his  bidding  ; 

Let  my  feet  run  in  his  ways ; 
Let  my  eyes  see  Jesus  only  ; 

Let  my  lips  speak  forth  his  praise. 

All  for  Jesus !  all  for  Jesus  ! 
Let  my  lips  speak  forth  his  praise. 

3.  < 
Worldlings  prize  their  gems  of  beauty, 
Cling  to  gilded  toys  of  dust,  [sure  ; 
Boast  of  wealth,  and  fame,  and  plea- 
Only  Jesus  will  I  trust. 

Onlv  Jesus!  onlv  Jesus! 
Only  Jesus  will  I  trust. 


Since  my  eyes  were  fixed  on  Jesus, 

I've  lost  sight  of  all  beside, — 
So  enchained  my  spirit's  vision, 
Looking  at  the  crucified. 

All  for  Jesus  !  all  for  Jesus  ! 
All  for  Jesus,  crucified  ! 

5. 
Oh,  what  wonder  !  how  amazing  ! 
Jesus,  glorious  King  of  kings, 
Deigns  to  call  me  his  beloved, 
Lets  me  rest  beneath  his  wings. 
All  for  Jesus  !  all  for  Jesus  ! 
Resting  now  beneath  his  wings. 


LEAD  ME  TO  THE  ROCK -Concluded. 

3.  The  sun  of  prosperity  brightly  may  shine, 

And  my  heart  round  its  treasures  too  closely  may  twine,- 
When  my  hopes  are  in  danger  of  rising  too  high, 
Oh,  lead  me  to  the  Rock  that  is  higher  than  I. 
Oh,  lead  me  to  the  Rock,  etc. 

4.  When  nearing  the  shore  of  the  river  of  death, 

And  the  moments  flv  swiftlv  with  each  labored  breath, 
When  losing  my  hold  of  each  dear  earthly  tie, 
Oh,  lead  me  to  the  Rock  that  is  higher  than  I. 
Oh,  lead  me  to  the  Rock,  etc. 

5.  Whatever  my  lot,  be  it  wearily  sad, 
Or  actively  busy  or  joyously  glad ; 

In  each  joy  and  sorrow,  my  God,  be  thou  nigh, 
And  lead  me  to  the  Rock  that  is  higher  than  I. 
Oh,  lead  me  to  the  Rock,  etc. 


THE  HEAVENLY  VISITOR. 

Music  by  Asa  Hull. 
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In  the     si  -  lent  midnight  watches, 
{  How  it  knocketh,  knocketh,  knocketh, 
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List !  thy  bo-som   door ! 
(Omit) 
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Knock  -  eth     ev  -  er  -  more.  Say   not,  'tis      thy  puis  -  es    beat  -  ing, 
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'Tis    thy  heart      of     sin ;    'Tis  the  Spir  -  it's  voice  en  -  treat  -  ing 
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'hee  to  let  ;he  Saviour  in.     Let    .im  in.     -     -    Let  Him  in,     -    -    - 

Let  Him    in,  Let  Him    in, 
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'Tis   the   Ho  -  ly  Spir-it  knocketh, — Rise,  and  let  the  Saviour  in. 
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INFINITE  GRACE. 


Leg  i  to. 


Music  by  Asa  Hull. 
Fuie.  ^ 


-  And  can  it    be  that  I  should  gain  An  int'rest  in  the  Saviour's  blood?  ) 

*  1  Died  he  for  ine,who  caus'd  iiis  pain  ?  For  me  who  him  to  death  pursued  ?  ( 

D.  C—  Amazing  love !  how  can  it  be,  That  thou,  my  Lord,  shouldst  die  for  me  ? 
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Amazing  love !  how  can  it  be,  That  thou,  mv  Lord,  shouldst  die  for  me  ? 
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2. 

'Tis  myst'ry  all,  th'  Immortal  dies ! 

Who  can  explore  his  strange  design? 
In  vain  the  first-born  seraph  tries 

To  sound  the  depths  of  love  divine ; 
'Tis  mercy  all !  let  earth  adore  : 

Let  angel  minds  inquire  no  more. 

3. 

He  left  his  Father's  throne  above ; 

(So  free,  so  infinite  his  grace !) 
Emptied  himself  of  all  but  love, 

And  bled  for  Adam's  helpless  race ; 
'Tis  mercv  all,  immense  and  free, 

For,  O  my  God,  it  found  out  me ! 


4. 

Long  my  imprisoned  spirit  lay 

Fast  bound  in  sin  and  nature's  night : 

Thine  eye  diffused  a  quick'ning  ray  ; 
I  woke:  the  dungeon  llam'd  with  light; 

My  chains  fell  off,  ray  heart  was  free — 
I  rose,  went  forth,  and  followed  thee. 

5. 

No  condemnation  now  I  dread ; 

Jesus,  with  all  in  him,  is  mine; 
Alive  in  Him  my  living  Head, 

And  clothed  in  righteousness  divine, 
Bold  I  approach  th'  eternal  throne  [own. 

And  claim  the  crown,  thro'  Christ  my 


THE  HEAVENLY  VISITOR.-Concluded. 


2. 

Death  comes  down  with  ruthless  footstep 
To  the  hall  and  hut —  [ing 

Think  you  death  will  stand  there  knock- 
When  thy  door  is  shut? 

Jesus  waiteth,  waiteth,  waiteth, 
But  thy  door  is  fast ; 

Grieved,  away  the  Saviour  turneth, 
Deatli  breaks  in  the  door  at  last. 
Let  him  in,  etc. 


3. 

Then  'tis  time  to  stand  entreating 

Christ  to  let  thee  in  ; 
At  the  gate  of  heaven  beating, 

Wailing  for  thy  sin. 
Nay,  alas  !  thou  foolish  creature, 

Can  it  be  forgot  ? 
Jesus  waited  long  to  know  thee, 

But  he  then  will  know  thee  not. 
Let  him  in,  etc. 


8  THE  PENITENT. 

Words  by  R.  A.  SEARLES.       (Companion  to  "The  Heavenly  Visitor.")       Music  by  ASA  HULL. 
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1.  My  foot   is     on   the  threshold, 
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My  hand  is    on    the    latch; 


■*,  i,  81;  f  ,   tif  f   f  I  T  I  g   ft  f  if=£ 

2-9HJ  I iT5— a  I r  r    I  I  1»  I r^T    [/ 1 > ■  V 


F 


I 


^ 


^ 


S 


fffg 


¥ 


3 


^: 


My  heart    is    rent  with  sor  -  row,         Oh  !  do    not  turn   me     back. 
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I  ve  corae  a      weary   dis  -  tance,     Long  miles  of  grief  and    sin ; 
Come  sorely  press'd  and  la  -  den,     (Omit    ------    -  _-     ) 
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Oh  !  wilt  thou  let  me  in  ?     Let  me  in,  Oh  !  wilt  thou  let  me  in  ? 

_  Let  me  in,  Let  me  in. 
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I've  come  a     wea-ry  dis  -  tance,      Oh!  wilt  thou  let   me    in? 
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THE  ROYAL  WAY. 


iretto. 


Music  by  Asa  Hull. 
Fine. 


1.  We  may  spread  our  couch  with  roses,  And  sleep  thro'  the  summer  day  ; 
B.C. — For  the  on  -  ly  way   to  heaven,    Is  the  roy  -  al     way  of  the  cross. 
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But  the  soul  that  in  sloth  re-pos  -  es 
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Is  not  in  the  narrow  way. 
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If  we  follow  the  chart  that  is  giv  -  en,    We  need  not  be 


^•ctt-c- 


£ 


E 


at  loss, 


sss^^m 


4= 


£ 


2. 


Unto  those  who  live  in  splendor, 
The  cross  is  a  heavy  load ; 

And  the  feet  that  are  soft  and  tender, 
Will  shrink  from  the  thorny  road ; 

But  the  chains  of  the  soul  must  be 


riven 
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And  wealth  must  be  as  ,dross  ; 
P'or  the  only  way  to  heaven, 
Is  the  royal  way  of  the  cross. 


I 

We  may  say  we'll  walk  to-morrow, 

The  path  we  refuse  to-day ; 
And  still,  with  our  lukewarm  sorrow, 

We  shrink  from  the  narrow  way. 
What  heeded  the  chosen  eleven, 

How  fortune  life  might  toss, 
As    they    followed    their    Lord     to 
heaven, 

By  the  way  of  the  royal  cross. 


THE  PENITENT.-Conclnded. 


3. 


My  hands  hang  limp  and  nerveless, 

My  burden  to  remove  ; 
My  feeble  knees  are  shaking, 

Open,  and  show  thy  love. 
My  eyes  are  dim  with  watching 

To  catch  a  glimpse  within ; 
My  heavy  ear  is  aching 

To  hear  thee  say,  "  Come  in." 


Oh  !  haste  !  unlatch,  I  pray  thee  ! 

I  trust  thy  gracious  word, 
"  To  him  that  knocks  I'll  open  !" 

Thou  true  and  faithful  Lord. 
The  latch  turns  on  the  promise, 

The  door  on  hinge  of  gold  ; 
Oh  !  wondrous  grace  and  glory  ! 

The  half  had  not  been  told. 


10  SWEET  BY  AND  BY. 

Words  by  S.  F.  Bennett.       [Bj  per.  of  o.  ditson  &  Co.]  Music  by  J.  P.  Webster. 
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1    f  There's  a  land  that  is  fairer  than  day,  And  by  faith  we  can  see  it  a  -  far ; 
{  For  the  Father  waits  over  the  way,  {Omit. ) 
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by,  We  shall  meet  ou  that  beautiful  shore,  In  the 

sweet    by    and    by,  bv    and    by ; 
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sweet      -      -       by  and  by, 

by    and    by,      In     the  sweet  by 
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We  shall  meet  on  that  beautiful  shore. 

and  by, 


h  i 


3! — ^1 


■F-fi- 


-r— r- 

££ 


£ 


^-p-t* 


tr-t" 


2. 


We  Bhall  sing  on  that  beautiful  shore 
The  melodious  songs  of  the  blest, 

And  our  spirits  shall  sorrow  no  more, 
Not  a  sigh  for  the  blessing  of  rest. 
In  the  sweet,  etc. 


t 


To  our  bountiful  Father  above, 
We  will  offer  the  tribute  of  praise, 

For  the  glorious  gift  of  his  love, 
And  the  blessings  that   hallow   our 
In  the  sweet,  etc.  [days  ! 


TRUSTING  IN  THE  LORD. 
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Words  by  Rev.  Wm.  McDonald.  (From  "Tribute  of  Praise.*')     Music  by  Wm.  G.  Fischer. 
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1.  I     am  com  -  ing     to   the  cross ;    I      am  poor,  and  weak,  and  blind  ; 
Cho. — I  am  trusting,  Lord,  in  thee,  Thou  dear  Lamb   of    Cal  -  va  -  ry  ; 
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I     am  counting     all   but  dross ;    I  shall  full     sal  -  va-tion  find, 
lum-bly   at      thy  cross    I   bow  ;  Save  me,  Je  -  sus,  save  me  now. 
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2. 


Long  my  heart  has  sighed  for  thee ; 

Long  has  evil  reigned  within ; 
Jesus  sweetly  speaks  to  me, 

I  will  cleanse  you  from  all  sin. 
I  am  trusting,  etc. 

3. 
Here  I  give  my  all  to  thee, — 

Friends,  and  time,  and  earthly  store; 
Soul  and  body  thine  to  be — 
Whollv  thine — forever  more. 
I  am  trusting,  etc. 


In  the  promises  I  trust ; 

Now  I  feel  the  blood  applied ; 
I  am  prostrate  in  the  dust ; 

I  with  Christ  am  crucified. 
I  am  trusting,  etc. 

5. 
Jesus  comes !  he  fills  my  soul ! 

Perfected  in  love  I  am  ; 
I  am  every  whit  made  whole ; 
Glory,  glory  to  the  Lamb. 
I  am  trusting,  etc. 


1.  Saviour  of  the  sin-sick  soul, 
Give  me  faith  to  make  me  whole ; 
Finish  thy  great  work  of  grace ; 
Cut  it  short  in  righteousness. 

2.  Speak  the  second  time, — Be  clean  ! 
Take  away  my  inbred  sin ; 
Every  stumbling-block  remove ; 
Cast  it  out  by  perfect  love. 


SECOND    HYMN. 

.  Nothing  less  will  I  require ; 
Nothing  more  can  I  desire ; 
None  but  Christ  to  me  be  given  ; 
None  but  Christ  in  earth  or  heaven. 


O  that  I  might  now  decrease ! 
O  that  all  I  am  might  cease ! 
Let  me  into  nothing  fall ; 
Let  my  Lord  be  all  in  all. 


4. 


We  shall  rest  on  that  beautiful  shore, 
In  the  joys  of  the  saved  we  shall  share; 

All  our  pilgrimage  toil  will  be  o'er, 
And  the  conqueror's  crown  we  shall 
wear. — In  the  sweet,  etc. 


SWEET  BY  AND  BT.-Concluded. 

5.  [reign, 

We  shall  meet,  we  shall  sing,  we  shall 

In  the  land  where  the  saved  never  die ; 

We  shall  rest  free  from  sorrow  and  pain, 

Safe  at  home  in  the  sweet  by  and  by. 

In  the  sweet,  etc. 


12 


CHRIST  OUR  INTERCESSOR. 


I 


Words  arranged  by  D.  F.  Wood. 


Music  by  Asa  Hull. 
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1.  Oh,  bless -ed   feet    of     Je  -  sus,  Wea-ry  with  seeking     me! 

2.  Oh,  knees  which  bent  in  an  -  guish,  In  dark  Gethsem-a  -  ne! 
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Stand    at   God's  bar  of  judgment    And     in  -  ter-cede   for    me. 
Kneel    at     the  throne  of    glo  -  ry,     And     in  -  ter-cede   for     me. 
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In  -  ter-cede  for   me,   my    Sa-viour,    Oh,    in  -  ter-cede  for  me ; 
In  -  ter-cede  for   me,   my    Sa-viour,    Oh,   in  -  ter-cede  for  me ; 
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Stand     at  God's  bar  of    judgment,  And     in  -  ter-cede  for    me. 
Kneel    at     the  throne  of  glo  -  ry,    And     in  -  ter-cede  for    me. 
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3. 


O  hands  that  were  extended 
Upon  that  hallow'd  tree  ! 

Hold  up  those  precious  nail  prints 
Which  intercede  for  me. 


O  side  from  whence  the  spear  point 
Brought  blood  and  water  free, 

For  healing  and  for  cleansing! 
Still  intercede  for  me. : 


I 

5.  O  holy,  scarred,  and  wounded, 
My  sacrifice  to  be  ! 

:  Present  thy  perfect  offering 
And  intercede  for  me.  :||: 

6.  O  loving,  risen  Saviour, 

From  death  and  sorrow  free ! 
:||:  Enthroned  in  endless  glory, 
Still  intercede  for  me.  :| 


"  HOW  CAN  I  KEEP  FROM  SINGING." 
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From  "  Bright  Jewels."     By  permission  of  Bigelow  &  Main. 

it 


Rev.  R.  Lowby. 


1.  My  life  flows  on  in   end-less  song;  Above  Earth's  lamentation, 
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I  catch  the  sweet,  tho'  far-off,  hymn  That  hails  a  new  cre-a  -  tion ; 
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Thro'  all  the  tumult  and  the  strife     I  hear  the  mu  -  sic  ringing ; 
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It  finds  an  ech  -  o  in  my  soul — How  can  I  keep  from  singing? 
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2. 

What  tho'  my  joys  and  comforts  die  ? 

The  Lord  my  Saviour  liveth ; 
What  tho'  the  darkness  gather  round  ? 

Songs  in  the  night  he  giveth ; 
No  storm  can  shake  my  inmost  calm, 

While  to  that  refuge  clinging ; 
Since  Christ  is  Lord  of  heaven  and 
earth, 

How  can  I  keep  from  singing? 


3. 
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I  lift  my  eyes ;  the  cloud  grows  thin  ; 

I  see  the  blue  above  it ; 
And  day  by  day  this  pathway  smooths, 

Since  first  I  learned  to  love  it; 
The  peace  of  Christ  makes  fresh  my 
heart, 

A  fountain  ever  springing ; 
All  things  are  mine  since  I  am  his — 

How  can  I  keep  from  singing  ? 
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WHITER  THAN  SNOW. 


Words  by  James  Nicholson. 


Music  by  Jno.  R.  Sweney 
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1.  Dear  Je  -  sus,     I  long    to  be  per-fect-ly  whole  ;  I  want  thee  for- 

2.  Dear  Je  -  sus,    let  nothing  un  -  ho  -  ly     remain  ;  Apply  thine  own 
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ev-  er    to  live  in  mv  soul ;  Break  down  ev'rv  idol,  cast  out  ev'rv  foe : 
blood,  and  extract  ev'ry  stain ;  To  get  this  blest  washing,  I  all  things  forego ; 
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Now  wash  me,  and  I  shall  be'  whiter  than  snow. Whiter  than  snow ;  yes, 
Now  wash  me,  and  I  shall  be  whiter  than  snow. Whiter  than  snow,  etc. 
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whiter  than  snow ;  Now  wash  me,  and  I  shall  be  whiter  than 
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3.  Dear  Jesus,  come  down  from  thy  throne  in  the  skies, 
And  help  me  to  make  a  complete  sacrifice ; 
I  give  up  myself,  and  whatever  I  know, — 
Now  wash  me,  and  I  shall  be  whiter  than  snow. 
Whiter  than  snow ;  yes,  whiter,  etc. 


THE  LORD  WILL  PROVIDE.  15 

Prof.  C.  S.  IIarrington. 
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1.  In  some  way  or  other  The  Lord  will  provide ;  It  may  not  be  my  way, 

2.  At  some  time  or  other  The  Lord  will  provide ;  It  may  not  be  my  time, 


It  may  not  be  thy  way,  And  yet, 
It  may  not  be  thy  time,  And  yet, 


in  his  own  way,  The  Lord  will  provide, 
in  his  own  time,  The  Lord  will  provide. 
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3.  Despond,  then,  no  longer ; 

The  Lord  will  provide ; 
And  this  be  the  token — 
No  word  he  hath  spoken 
Was  ever  yet  broken, — 

The  Lord  will  provide. 
It  may  not  be  my  way, 
It  may  not  be  thy  way, 
And  yet,  in  his  own  way, 

The  Lord  will  provide. 


4.  March  on,  then,  right  boldly ; 

The  sea  shall  divide ; 
The  pathway  made  glorious 
With  shoutings  victorious, 
We'll  join  in  the  chorus, 

The  Lord  will  provide. 
It  may  not  be  my  way, 
It  may  not  be  thy  way, 
And  yet,  in  his  own  way, 

The  Lord  will  provide. 


WHITER  THAN  SNOW.-Concluded. 

4.  Dear  Jesus,  thou  see'st  I  patiently  wait ; 
Come  now,  and  within  me  a  new  heart  create ; 

To  those  who  heave  sought  thee,  thou  never  saidst  no,— 
Now  wash  me,  and  I  shall  be  whiter  than  snow. — Chorus. 

5.  Dear  Jesus,  for  this  I  most  humbly  entreat ; 
I  wait,  blessed  Lord,  at  thy  crucified  feet ; 

By  faith,  for  my  cleansing,  I  see  thy  blood  flow, — 
Now  wash  me,  and  I  shall  be  whiter  than  snow. — Chorus. 

6.  The  blessing,  by  faith,  I  receive  from  above ; 
Oh,  glory !  my  soul  is  made  perfect  in  love ; 

My  prayer  has  prevailed,  and  this  moment  I  know 
The  blood  is  applied,  I  am  whiter  than  snow. 
Whiter  than  snow ;  yes,  whiter  than  snow, 
Dear  Jesus,  thy  blood  makes  me  whiter  than  snow. 
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Moderato. 


"  JESUS,  SAVIOUR,  PILOT  ME." 

Music  by  Asa  Hull. 
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1.  Je  -  sus,  Sa-viour,  pi  -  lot  me,       O  -  ver  life's  tem-pestuous  sea ; 

2.  Though  the  sea  be  smooth  and  bright,  Sparkling  with  the  stars  of  night, 
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Treach'rous  waves  before  me  roll,  Hiding  rock  and  dang'rous  shoal, 
And  my  ship's  path  be   a-blaze  With  the  light  of  halcyon  days ; 
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Chart  and  compass  came  from  thee,  Je-sus,  Saviour,  pi   -   lot   me. 
Still,    I  know  my  need  of  thee  ;    Je  -  sus,  Saviour,  pi   -   lot   me. 
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3. 

When  the  darkling  heavens  frown, 
And  the  wrathful  winds  come  down, 
And  the  fierce  waves  toss'd  on  high, 
Lash  themselves  against  the  sky ; 
Jesus,  Saviour,  pilot  me 
Over  life's  tempestuous  sea, 

4. 

When  th'  Apostles'  fragile  bark 
Struggled  with  the  billows  dark; 
On  the  stormy  Galilee. 
Thou  didst  walk  upon  the  sea ; 
And  when  they  beheld  thy  form, 
Safe  they  glided  through  the  storm. 


5. 

As  a  mother  stills  her  child, 
Thou  canst  hush  the  ocean  wild ; 
Boist'rous  waves  obey  thy  will 
When  thou  say'st  to  them,  "  Be  still/' 
Wond'rous  Sovereign  of  the  sea, 
Jesus,  Saviour,  pilot  me. 

6. 

When  at  last  I  near  the  shore, 
And  the  fearful  breakers  roar, — 
Thou  canst  calm  mv  anxious  breast, 
And  conduct  me  to  my  rest. 
Then,  dear  Saviour,  pilot  me 
Over  Death's  tempestuous  sea. 


THE  CLEANSING  WAVE. 
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Words  by  Mrs.  Phcebe  Palmer. 
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Music  by  Mrs.  J.  F.  Knapp. 
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1.  Oh,  now   I    see  the  crimson  wave,  The  fountain  deep  and  wide  ; 

2.  I      see  the  new  ere  -  a-tion  rise,     I   hear  the  speaking  blood; 
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Je  -  sus,  my  Lord,  mighty  to  save,  Points  to     his  wounded    side. 
It  speaks!  pollut-ed  nature  dies !  Sinks  !  'neath  the  cleansing  flood. 
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The  cleansing  stream,  I  see,  I  see !  I  plunge,  and  oh,  it  cleanseth  me  ! 
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Oh,  praise  the  Lord,  it  cleanseth  me  !  It  cleanseth  me,  yes,  cleanseth  me  ! 
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I  rise  to  walk  in  heaven's  own  light, 
Above  the  world  and  sin,      [white, 

With  heart  made  pure,  and  garments 
And  Christ  enthroned  within. 
The  cleansing  stream,  etc. 


4. 
Amazing  grace  !  'tis  heaven  below 

To  feel  the  blood  applied  ; 
And  Jesus,  only  Jesus  know,   . 
My  Jesus  crucified. 

The  cleansing  stream,  etc. 


From  "  Guide  to  Holiness,"  by  permission, 
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THE  BEAUTIFUL  CITY. 


Music  by  T.  J.  Cook. 


m^m 


i   1   Tt 


1 


P   3   » 

1.  Beauti-ful  Zi- on,  built  above,        Beau-ti-ful  ci  -  ty    that  I  love! 
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Beauti-ful  gates  of  pearly  white,    Beautiful  temple — God  its  light ! 
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|  He  who  was  slain    on    Cal    -    va  -  ry 
{    O-pens  those  pearl  -  y    gates      to  me 
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love  -  ly    Zi-on,  Beau- 
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Beautiful  heav'n  where  all  is  light, 
Beautiful  angels,  clothed  in  white ; 
Beautiful  strains  that  never  tire, 
Beautiful  harps  thro'  all  the  choir; 
There  shall  I  join  the  chorus  sweet, 
Worshipping  at  the  Saviour's  feet. 
Zion,  Zion,  etc. 

3. 

Beautiful  crowns  on  every  brow, 
Beautiful  palms  the  conquerors'  show 
Beautiful  robes  the  ransomed  wear, 


,  Beautiful  all  who  enter  there ; 
Thither  I  press  with  eager  feet , 
There  shall  my  rest  be  long  and  sweet. 
Zion,  Zion,  etc. 

4. 

Beautiful  throne  for  Christ  our  King, 
Beautiful  songs  the  angels  sing; 
Beautiful  rest— all  wanderings  cease, 
Beautiful  home  of  perfect  peace ; 
There  shall  my  eyes  the  Saviour  see ; 
Haste  to  this  heavenly  home  with  me. 
Zion,  Zion,  etc. 


WORK  WHILE  THE  DAY  LASTS. 
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Cheerfully 


Music  by  Asa  Hull. 


f  There  are  lonely  hearts  to  eher-ish  "While  the  days  are  going   hy  ; ) 
\  There  are  weary  souls  who  per  -  ish  While  the  days  are  going   by  ;  j 
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If      a  smile  we   can    re  -  new      As     our  journey   we   pur  -  sue, 
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Oh,    the  good  we    all  may  do, 
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While  the  days  are   go  -  ing  by. 
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While  the  days  are  go  -  ing    by,  WThile  the  days  are  go  -  ing    by  ; 


^ 


tt 


fc£ 


9     V      ? 


«     f     1T 


£ 


•&T 


S 


£ 


V P 


=^=fe 


S^ 


2. 

There's  no  time  for  idle  scorning, 

While  the  days  are  going  by ; 
Let  your  face  be  like  the  morning, 

While  the  days  are  going  by; 
Oh,  the  world  is  full  of  sighs, 
Full  of  sad  and  weeping  eyes, — 
Help  your  fallen  brothers  rise, 

While  the  days  are  going  by. 
:||: While  the  days  are  goin^  by,  :||: 

Help  your  fallen  brothers  rise,  etc. 


3. 


All  the  loving  links  that  bind  us, 

While  the  days  are  going  by ; 
One  by  one  we  leave  behind  us 

While  the  days  are  going  by  ; 
But  the  seed  of  good  we  sow, 
Both  in  shade  and  shine  will  grow, 
And  will  keep  our  hearts  aglow, 

While  the  days  are  going  by. 
: || : While  the  days  are  going  by,  :||: 

It  will  keep  our  hearts  aglow,  etc. 
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THY  SAVIOUR  IS  PRAYING  FOR  THEE. 


Words  by  Mrs.  If.  A.  W.  Cooke. 
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Music  by  J.  H.  Tenney. 
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1.  ()  thought  full  of  sweetness  to  those  that  believe,  Though  comforts  of 

2.  O'er    ev'  -  ry  temp-ta-tion  thy  triumph  is  sure,     His  grace  he  has 
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somewhere  to  flee,     Re-rnem-ber,  thy  Sa-viour  is  pray-ing  for  thee, 
yet  shall  be  free,  Through  Jesus,  thy  Saviour,  who  prayeth  for  thee. 
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THE  INVITATION. 
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Words  by  James  B.  Rogers 


Music  by  Asa  Hull. 


1.  Come  to  the  fountain  of  mer  -  cy,  Come  to  the   ha   -  ven     so    blest; 

2.  Come,  while  the  Spirit  invites  you,  Yield  to  its    plead  -  ing    to  -  day  ; 
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Ye  who  are  burden'd  and  weary,    Come,  and  in  Je   -    sus  find   rest. 
Turn  not   aside  from  its  warn  -  ing,  Grieve  not  the  Spir  -  it       a  -  way. 
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Come,  come,  come,  come,  Come,  and  in    Je 
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3.  Gently  the  Saviour  is  calling, 

Weary  one  !  "  Come  unto  me," 
"  Cast  upon  me  all  thy  burden  ; 
Rest  I  will  give  unto  thee." 
Come,  come,  come,  come, 
Rest  he  will  give  unto  thee. 

4.  Bring,  then,  thy  burden  to  Jesus, 

To  him  thy  sorrow  confide ; 
Trusting  alone  in  his  merit, 


Come,  and  in  Jesus  abide. 

Come,  come,  come,  come, 
Come,  and  in  Jesus  abide. 

5.  Safely  in  Jesus  abiding, 

Trusting  in  him  all  thy  days ; 
Ever  his  promise  will  cheer  thee, 
"  Lo  !  I  am  with  you  always." 

Come,  come,  come,  come; 
He  will  be  with  you  always. 


THE  SAVIOUR  IS  PRAYING  TOR  THEE.-Concluded. 


3. 
In  pain  and  in  sickness  he  stands  by 

thy  bed, 
And  speaks  of  the  sufferings  he  bore 

in  thy  stead  ;  [the  tree, 

That  night  in  the  garden,  that  day  on 
Remember,  thy  Saviour  is  praying  for 

thee. — Chorus. 


4. 
When  suns  shall  have  vanished,  no 

longer  to  shine, 
Assurance  of  glory,  believer,  is  thine  ; 
When  earth  has  departed,  how  blissful 

to  see 
The  face  of  thy  Saviour,  who  prayeth 

for  thee. — Chorus. 
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JESUS  LOVES  EVEN  ME. 


From  "  Thb  Chakm,"  by  permission. 


Words  and  Music  by  P.  P.  Bliss. 
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2.  Though  I  forget  him  and  wander  away, 
Kindlv  he  follows  wherever  I  stray : 
Back  to  his  dear  loving  arms  would  I  flee ; 
When  I  remember  that  Jesus  loves  me. — Chorus. 

3.  Oh,  if  there's  only  one  song  I  can  sing, 
When  in  his  beauty  I  see  the  great  King; 
This  shall  my  sons  in  eternity  be, 

Oh,  what  a  wonder  that  Jesus  loves  me. — Chorus. 
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THE  VOICE  WITHIN.  23 

Words  by  Geo.  II.  SPRING.  Music  by  J.  II.  ROSECRAKS. 
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1.  I  seem  to  hear  a    voice  within,     A  friendly  voice  in  accents  low  ; 
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"Which  warns  me  that  the  ways  of  sin,  Lead  down  to  endless  death  and  woe. 
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It      is  the  voice  of  love  divine,  That  ut-tersthus  a  warning  kind, 
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That  whispers  to  this  heart  of  mine,  SeeK  now,  if  mercy  you  would  find. 


Though  all  aronnd  seems  bright  and 
Yet  deadly  evil  lurks  within,    [fair, 
And  if  vou  still  retain  it  there, 
You'll  surely  perish  in  your  sin. 

3. 

Life's  op'ning  morn  may  smile  to-day, 

To-morrow  gloomy  death  may  call ; 

Yet  now  thy  Maker's  voice  obey,  [pal. 

Then  shall  death's  summons  ne'er  ap- 


Yes,  go  to  Jesus,  who  was  slain, 

To  ransom  guilty  ones  from  woe, 
His  blood  can  cleanse  sin's  every  stain, 

His  friendship  endless  bliss  bestow. 

5. 
Seek  while  thy  Father  waits  to  bless, 

Seek  while  the  Saviour  will  forgive, 
Seek  while  the  Spirit,  rich  in  grace, 

Will  help  thee  turn  to  God  and  live. 


24  "  COME  UP  HITHER." 

Words  by  E.  H.  Nevin,  D.  D.  Music  by  Asa  Hull. 
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1.  "Come  up  hith  -  er !"  come  a  -  way  !  Thus  the  ransom' d  spir-its  sing; 

2.  "Come  up  hith  -  er !"  come  and  see  Heaven's  glo  -  ries  yet  un  -  told  ; 
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Here    is  cloud-less,  end-less   day,  Here    is       ev  -  er  -  last  -  ing  spring. 
Bright -er  than  the  sun  they   be,  Rich  -  er    than   the  pur  -  est    gold. 
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*"Corae  up   hith-er,"  O,  come  a  -  way,  "Come  up  hither,"  the  angels   say ; 
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"Come  up  hither,"  O,  come  and  see  Heav'nly  glories,  how  bright  they  be. 


s 


j^ 


m 


t 


rrrn 


t 


3.  "Come  up  hither !"  come  and  dwell 
With  the  living  hosts  above; 

Come,  and  let  your  bosoms  swell 
With  the  burning  songs  of  love.-OAo. 

4.  "Come  up  hither !"  come  and  share 
In  the  sacred  joys  that  rise 

Like  an  ocean  everywhere, 

Through  the  myriads  of  the  skies. 


5.  "Come  up  hither !"  come  and  shine 
In  the  robes  of  spotless  white ; 

Palms,and  harps,and  crowns  are  thine, 
Hither!  hither  wing  your  flight. 

6.  "Come  up  hither!"  hither  speed! 
Rest  is  found  in  heav'n  alone; 

Here  is  all  the  wealth  you  need,  [own. 
Come,  and  make  that  wealth  your 


*  If  the  Tenor  is  weak,  about  half  of  the  Altos  should  sing  the  small  notes. 


THE  WONDROUS  CROSS.  25 

Words  by  Chislon.  Music  by  Asa  Hull. 

Adagio. 


1st.  time. 


-.     f  Wondrous  cross  !  thy  glory  beaming  Thro'  the  a-ges  dark  as  night ;  ) 
(  Rays  of  brightness  from  thee  streaming,  (Omit } 
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Fill  the  world  with  gos-pel  light.  Time  ne'er  brings  decay  nor  rusting — 
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Gath'ring  neither 


rot  nor  moss,    In    its  sac  -  ri  -  fice  I'm  trusting  ; 
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I    am  clinging      to  the  cross,   I  am  clinging,      I   am  clinging 

£:t.*€t  £t 


H«— W- 


«-r# 


V — I* 


!=£ 


S>-t^ 


±£ 


6£ 


H#-2-H#- 


a: 


^— ^ 


-«- 


*T 


^m^m: 


£££ 


W-WsHi 


fc^ 


IS 

J (_ 


2. 


m 


-K-*^-*- 


±L 


H h 


•—*-•-& 


tt 


l 


1^ 


PE 
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to  the  cross. 
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-  Wondrous  power!  of  saving  mercy  ; 

Wondrous  grace!  on  me  bestow'd; 

—  To  be  counted  even  worthy, 

Thus  to  feel  the  cleansing  flood. 
On  the  Cross  my  hopes  all  center, 

Purest  gold,  compared,  is  dross; 
In  my  heart  no  sin  can  enter, 

While  I'm  clinging  to  the  cross. 
I  am  clinging,  etc. 
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MUSIC!   MUSIC!    MUSIC! 

OTTB     OWN    PUBLICATIONS! 

JOYFUL  SONGS,  Nos.  I,  2,  3  and  4,  separate,  each  5  cts. 
JOYFUL  SONGS,  Nos.  I,  2  and  3  combined,     -     -      10  cts. 

SONGS  IN  THE  NIGHT, 10  cts. 

•    GEMS  OF  PRAISE, 10  cts. 

BEAUTIFUL  SUNBEAMS, 10  cts. 

In  addition  to  the  above,  we  supply  all  the  music  books,  both  for  Sunday- 
Schools  and  Churches.     Annexed  is  a  partial  list,  with  price. 


Bright  Jewels $  35 

Bugle  ISotes 35 

Casket  Complete 40 

Chapel  Gems 35 

Clariona 55 

Charm 35 

Chapel  Melodies 45 

Coronation 1  25 

Diadem 33 

Echo  to  Happy  Voices 40 

Fresh  Leaves 35 

Fresh  Laurels 35 

Guiding  Star :'>-5 

Golden  Rule 35 

Musical  Leaves 35 

New  Standard  Singer 45 

Notes  of  Joy : 35 

New  Golden  Trio 80 

New  Golden  Shower 35 

New  Golden  Chain 35 

New  Lute  of  Zion 1  25 

Sunday  School  Music  Books  are  five  cents  less  by  the  hundred. 

PRAISE  SONGS,  by  A.  Hull.  -'  -         -     15cts.—$10perhund. 

GTtOVE  SONGS,  No.l,  by  A.  Hull.  15  cts.—$l  SO  per  doz. 

GROVE  SONGS,  No.  2,  by  A.  Hull.       -  -     15  cts.—$l  50  per  doz. 

DEVOTIONAL  CHIMES,  by  A.  Hull.  256  pps.,  cloth,  75  cts— $7  20  per  doz. 

Sample  copies  of  any  of  the  above  sent  by,  mail  on  receipt  of  retail  price. 


Praise  Songs 

Prize 

Pearl 

Pure  Gold 

Pure  Diamonds 

Revivalist 

Royal  Diadem 

Sweet  Singer 

Sacred  Lute 

Sunday-School  Banner. 

Singing  Pilgrim 

Sunshine 

Silver  Spray 

Sceptre 

Silver  Song 

Song  Life 

Signet  Ring 

Songs  of  Salvation 

Sparkling  Rubies 

Temperance  Chimes 

Victory 


15 
38 
35 
35 
35 
00 
35 
35 
25 
35 
40 
35 
35 
00 
35 
40 
35 
35 
35 
35 
25 


AVe  have  also  for  sale,  at  the  lowest  market  rates,  all  the  standard  works 
published  by  the  Methodist  Book  Concerns  at  New  York  and  Cincinnati, 
together  with  a  great  variety  of 

SUNDAY-SCHOOL    LIBRARY    BOOKS, 

selected  with  care  from  the  best  houses  in  the  country.     We  also  receive  sub- 
scriptions for  all  our  Sunday-School  and  Church  periodicals. 

J.  B.  McCULLOUGH,  Agt, 

~\f  1018  ARCH  STREET,  PHILA.  %■ 


